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NA 


Taylor pushed his face into his hoodie, wearily glancing at Nate as they passed in the hall. Taylor stopped in 
front of room 512 and Nate stopped in front of room Slb. Each man gently rapped on the door, giving each 
other one more glance. 

Taylor stepped inside and looked around the room. "This sucks, dude." 

Chris closed the door and gave Taylor a look. "Trust me, | know. You better not have caught it from Dave." 


"You better not have caught it from Nate!" 


"You can have that bed. Housekeeping already came and changed the sheets." Chris waved a hand at the 
freshly made bed. 


He flopped down on his bed and picked up the remote and flicked on the TV. The volume climbed as he tried to 
hear the TV over Taylor's dropping things and pulling stuff from his bag. 


"What are you doing over there?" 


"Just taking some stuff out. Why are you so jumpy?" 
Chris shrugged. "No reason. Do you think they'll be better by tomorrow night?" 


The drummer shrugged. "How should | know?" He climbed onto the bed and sat back against the pillows. "You're 


sure these were changed?" 

"Yes!" Chris snapped. 

An uncomfortable silence fell between them, filled only by the sound of The Price Is Right. Chris fidgeted and 
Taylor flopped around, trying to find a comfortable spot on the bed. Chris turned the volume up some more 
and shifted to lay on his stomach with his head at the foot of the bed. After a few moments, Taylor stood up 
and walked into the bathroom. 

He stripped off and started the shower. 

"Close the door!" Chris yelled. 

A second later, the bathroom door slammed. 

Taylor took a long shower. He shampooed and conditioned his hair. Twice. He scrubbed ever inch of his skin with 
the bar of hotel soap. He even considered beating off, just for something to do. After reconsidering, he shut 
the water off and stepped out of the tub, dripping on the bathmat. Taylor wrapped a towel around his head 
and another around his waist. He opened the door and stepped back into the room. Chris looked up and scowled. 
"Put some clothes on, dude." 

‘lm going to!" The drummer shot back and then merely dropped his towel to the floor. 

Chris gasped and found that he could not look away. His eyes traveled over the naked body before him while 
Taylor dug around in his bag. He quickly turned away when Taylor turned around to pull on a clean (?) pair of 
shorts. They fell silent again. Chris flipped around the channels until he threw the remote down and stood up. 
"This sucks. Do you want to go out and get something to eat?" 

"Guess we could. You buying?" 


"Yeah, sure. I'm buying.” 


Taylor was up on his feet, pulling a shirt over his head and digging a pair of loose cargo pants out of his bag. 


"Good, cause I'm hungry." 


"You just said you guess." 


They stood on the street outside the hotel, pulling their hats down and sticking their faces inside their 


scarves, looking up one direction and then the other. 

"Where do you want to go?" 

"I don't know. Where do you want to go?" 

| don't care. Just want a burger and a beer or something." 

They walked up the street until they came to a pub called The Barrowboy and Banker. The window boxes were 
full of holiday pine and ivy and red Christmas balls. The crisp, bright polished brass of the lamps and door 
handle were inviting. Chris looked at Taylor. Taylor shrugged and pulled the door open. They stepped inside and 
looked around, immediately feeling the warmth from the fireplace and the warm glow of the oil lamps. 

"This place is great!" Chris grinned. He stepped farther into the room and then turned to look at Taylor. 


The blonde man was busy unwrapping his scarf and unbuttoning his coat. "H's nice and warm, at least." 


They chose a small table in front of the fireplace and Taylor stood for a moment with his butt practically in 
the fire. "I fucking hate the cold." 


Chris sat, watching him, with a smirk. "Well, when you're all skin and bones like you are, the cold probably goes 
right through you. Sit down here and put some meat on those bones." 


Taylor pouted. "I do have meat on my bones." 

Chris ordered a big, juicy bacon cheeseburger and chips and a pint of beer while Taylor ordered the same, only 
with hot cider instead of beer. Again, an uncomfortable silence fell between them. Chris appeared way too 
interested in the architecture of the building and its furnishings. Taylor chewed a fingernail and considered 
standing in front of the fire again. 

"So, you sure you ain't sick?" 

Chris’ head whipped around to glare at Taylor. "Yes! Yes, I'm sure | ain't sick" 

"Well, it's just .| mean, | assume you shared that bed so | -" 


"What?!" 


"Well, yeah. You and Nate are together, right?" 


Chris burst into laughter. "You're kidding, right?" 

Taylor scowled. 

"Just cause you and D are fucking doesn't mean the rest of the band just hooked up." 

"We're not!" 

Chris sat back in his chair, staring at Taylor. 

"We're not! | swear!" 

"But you and he ..| mean „it's fucking obvious, Taylor." 

"It is not! And what about you two, always asking to room together!?" 

"We room together because you and Dave always room together. 

"We room together because you two are always together!" 

Chris opened his mouth and closed it again when their food was brought. After the server left, Chris leaned 
forward. "So wait, you're saying you and Dave think you're stuck with each other because you think me and 
Nate are together?" 

"Yes! You swear you're not?" 

"I swear. We assumed we got stuck together because you and Dave are together." 


Taylor started laughing. "Gus is a dick" 


Chris laughed along with the drummer. He picked up his burger and held if for a moment. "No shit. We really 
thought you two were fucking. Like, a lot” 


Taylor threw a chip at him. "Shut up." 

They ate quietly, each of them stealing glances at the other and laughing when they were caught. 

Instead of returning to the cold, windy streets, they decided to hang around the warm pub for a while. Chris 
ordered another pint while Taylor had pudding and hot chocolate. One pint turned into two more and an Irish 


coffee. By the time they finally stood up, Chris swayed slightly and laughed under his breath. 


"Think | might be feeling pretty damn good." 


"Good," Taylor laughed. "It'll keep you warm out there." 

As they tried to walk back to the hotel and the cold hit them, Chris found himself swaying some more. He 
leaned against Taylor and wound an arm around his back. Taylor took pity on the guy and wound his arm 
around Chris' shoulders, pulling him in tight. 


"Come on, let's try to hurry.” 


Chris giggled as he stumbled along. He could feel the other man's body heat through the layers of clothes and 
jackets. And he liked it. 


The elevator car was big and there were only the two of them in it, but Chris still stayed glued to Taylor's 


side. Taylor grinned, keeping one arm wrapped around the shorter man, and punched the button for their floor. 
"We're not outside anymore, Chris." 

"Yeah." 

"You don't have to cling to me anymore." 

"Yeah." 


"Okay" With Chris still clinging to him, Taylor made his way to the room and stopped outside the door. "Got 


your key, cutie?" 


Chris titted his head back to look up at Taylor as he dug one hand into the pocket on the opposite side of his 
jeans. "Cutie?" He produced the key card and handed it to Taylor. 


Taylor smiled. "You're kind of cute when you're wasted" 
He blushed and giggled. "I'm not that wasted." 


"No?" Taylor opened the door and pulled Chris inside with him. He led the him to the bed and gently sat him 


down 

"No!" Chris exclaimed as he struggled to unzip his coat. 

After a few minutes, he gave up and just flopped back on the bed. He jumped and started when he felt the 
zipper of his coat being pulled down. Chris looked up to find Taylor unzipping and tugging the coat off of him. 
And Taylor didn't stop there. He pulled Chris' shoes and socks off, gently tickling his feet. 


Chris giggled and tried to squirm away. "What are you doing?" 


Taylor climbed onto the bed and pulled Chris back to him. "Where do you think you're doing?" 
More giggling and laughing. "What are you doing?" He repeated. 


‘I'm bored and horny and you're cute." Taylor replied before he pulled Chris into a kiss. He wound his arms 
around the smaller man and pulled him close. 


Chris mewled in protest against Taylor's mouth. His eyes were wide and he pushed at Taylor's shoulders with 
the heels of his hands. Taylor couldn't be pushed away. He parted his lips and pushed his tongue against Chris’ 
tightly closed lips. Slowly, he relented, turning into a mushy mess in Taylor's arms. His loud mewls of surprise 
and protest turned into quiet purrs. Chris' eyes closed as his lips opened and accepted Taylor's tongue. Taylor 
answered Chris’ tiny purrs with soft murmurs and moans of his own 

When Taylor pulled back a little, he smiled down at Chris. "You're sure you and Nate aren't ..2" 

Chris rolled his eyes and slowly shook his head. "You and Dave aren't ..2" 

Taylor moved to push one knee between Chris’ thighs and, as they parted, he moved his entire lower body 
between Chris’ legs and pushed them apart. He grabbed Chris' sweater and pushed it up, over his head, happy 
to see that Chris was very eagerly helping him. 

"You ever done this?" 

"No. You?" 

"Seduce my band mate?" 

Chris laughed. "You are not seducing me! How do you know | didn't want this?" 

"Oh, | know you want it" Taylor grinned. 

"Shut the fuck up and kiss me." 

They rolled around on the bed, kissing and pulling clothes off until they were naked. Chris was on his back, 
watching Taylor discard the last of his clothes - his socks. When he turned back to Chris and climbed on top 
of him again, Chris giggled. 

"| just had a thought." 


"What?" Taylor murmured as he leaned over and flicked his tongue over Chris’ nipple. 


"What if those two are doing the same thing?" 


Taylor giggled against Chris‘ warm skin. "Highly doubtful. | don't think Dave is Nate's type. 
Chris hissed and arched his back, his hands finding Taylor's head. "What makes you say that?" 

"Nate likes smart guys" Taylor replied as he moved down Chris' stomach, using his tongue to trace his tattoos. 
"Dave's smart. And how would you know, you don't spend any time with Nate" 

Taylor lifted his head and grinned at Chris. "tm smart! 


When Chris started to ask if that meant what he thought it meant, Taylor closed his mouth around his 


growing erection and Chris was reduced to a soft groan. "Oh, god." 

Taylor slid his mouth farther down his cock, getting him good and wet. He flicked his tongue over the head as 
he moved his hand around his shaft and stroked Chris. Above him, Chris groaned and squirmed and his hands 
grabbed Taylor's hair. 

After a few moments, Taylor moved to straddle him, sliding his cock against Chris’. He wrapped his long fingers 
around them both and rolled his hips. Chris’ lips turned in a goofy grin as he gazed up at Taylor with hazy, 
lidded eyes. Taylor pulled back a little and bent his head to let dribble a mouthful of spit down onto them. He 
moved faster now, thrusting himself against Chris, who moaned and writhed, pushing himself up. 

"Feels good, doesn't it?" 


"So good. Don't stop." 


The drummer laughed softly. "Don't worry, cutie. I'm not gonna stop until you got both our loads covering 


those sexy tattoos." 


True to his word, Taylor thrust himself and stroked them both hard and fast until Chris was wearing their 
come. With a mischievous twinkle in his eye, Taylor swiped his finger through it and offered it to Chris. 


"Suck it" He told him. 

Chris stared at the offered finger for a moment and then flicked his eyes to Taylor's. Slowly, he parted his lips 
and lifted his head from the pillows. Taylor licked his own lips and watched as Chris closed his mouth around 
his index finger and used his tongue to lap the come off of it. When he swallowed it down, a soft pink blush 
touched his cheeks. 


"How was that?" Taylor whispered as he began to lean over Chris. 


"Um, it was ..it was good" 


Taylor purred and nodded, "Good, right?" 

Chris moaned just as Taylor pressed his lips to his. He gently eased his tongue between Chris’ lips and lapped 
at Chris' tongue, tasting them both on it. They kissed for a long time, tasting each other, as Taylor stretched 
out his body against Chris. When he moved alongside of him, Chris turned and looked at Taylor. 

"What's the matter?" 

"Huh? Nothing. Nothing. | just wondered .." 

"What?" 

"Did we do that just because we were horny and bored or ..?" 

"Or?" 

With a weird, awkward smile, Chris said, "Nothing. Never mind." 

"Did you do that because you were drinking?" 

"No! | mean „that helped." 

"Gee, thanks, Shiflett." 

"No, that's not what | mean!" 


"What do you mean?" Taylor asked as he got up and started gathering his clothes. 


| mean it helped me do what | was thinking about ever since you got out of the shower before." He continued 


to stare at Taylor's naked body. "Please come back here." 
Taylor gave him a mild smirk "Why should |?" 
Chris blushed and shrugged one shoulder. 


The drummer slowly crawled back onto the bed, climbing on top of Chris. He gave him a little kiss and 
whispered, "Think you might be bored and horny tomorrow, too?" 


Chris sighed and grinned as he wrapped his arms around Taylor. "All signs point to yes." 


